SUPPER AT THE MILL.
MOTHER. ELL, Frances.
FRANCES.
Well, good mother, how are you ?
M. I'm hearty, lass, but warm ; the weather's warm ; I think 7t is mostly warm on market days. I met with George behind the mill: said he, 1 Mother, go in and rest awhile.'
ft                                        Ay, do,
And stay to supper ; put your basket down.
M. Why, now, it is not heavy ?
JF.                                               Willie, man,
Get up and kiss your Granny.    Heavy, no ! Some call good churning luck ; but, luck or skill, Your butter mostly comes as firm and sweet As If ;t was Christmas.   So you sold it all ?
M. All but this pat that I put by for George; He always loved my butter.
.ft                                  That he did.